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Shadows of the Night 


Author's Notes: 


My gift for myself, through the \"Gift Yourself\" challenge for January. :) 


It would have been easier if the bar was busy. Losing his bad mood to the too loud voices around him, the 
smell of beer and liquor, spilling onto the counters and tables or into mouths, even the sweat of too many 
bodies in too small a space, anything would have been preferable than throwing his anger inwards. Who else 
could he blame for ‘not fitting in with them’? Earlier he had silently grumbled that the line meant ‘we can do 
better than you, but now he was just disappointed and nowhere close to being as drunk as he wanted to be. 


Slapping bills onto the counter, under his glass once he drained the last of its contents, he slid off his perch. 
He walked steadily despite his foot tangling with the leg of his bar stool, causing it to scrape over the 
floorboards as he made his way to the door. Cool air on his face was almost refreshing, once he got over his 
instinct to flinch. He stumbled again from the curb to the street, but in the process the keys he pulled out of 


his pocket fell from loose fingers, jangling when they landed somewhere. 


"Shit," he muttered, glancing warily to the sewer grate a little ways behind him. Turning his attention around, 
and blaming the off-kilter blur of the intersection on his half-fall, he started searching. 


A minute later and still looking, his mood getting significantly worse, he was about to get to his knees when 
someone stopped him short. "What are you looking for?" 


"A good reason to be on my knees," he remarked dryly before glancing over his shoulder. The streetlight didn't 
help to reveal the stranger but from the little he could make out of his face he saw one corner of white 


teeth. "And if you happen to see a ring of keys, you can let me know." 
Fifteen seconds later and his voice was nearer. "Are these them?" 
He stood and turned, expression indignant as he grabbed them. "Where were they?" 


"On the sidewalk." This close he could distinguish fair hair and skin and a sympathetic twist of lips. "You look like 
you've had a rough day." 


"To put it mildly," he mumbled, gripping his keys tight enough to leave indents in his palm, not wanting to give 
himself the chance of dropping them again as he walked across the street. 


"| can buy you a coffee." 


He nearly jumped out of his skin, not expecting to hear him again, and so close, walking beside him, a friendly 
expression finding him when he twisted startled eyes to him. "I'm going home," he emphasised, jerking his gaze 


forward again. 


‘lm just thinking, you look on edge, and that won't be any help behind the wheel. You need to calm down before 
you drive anywhere," he explained, matching his longer strides easily. "And you look rather tired, so it would 


help to wake you up too.” 


His heels dragged to a stop first, his mind reluctantly slowing down too. His bones were weary, more so for 


the anger that refused to release its hold on him. "Just a coffee, no in depth philosophical conversations." 


"And no debates over politics in any shape or form," he promised, sobering up enough to not smile though his 


eyes continued to shine bright. "And | know just the place for coffee, it's just a few shops down" 


He braced himself for an onslaught of acoustic guitar and melodramatic lyrics. He was pleased that inside the 
coffee shop all he heard were voices, some soft and some animated, all engaged in their respective 
conversations at tables and booths. By habit he headed to the counter, behind where people were preparing 


drinks, but a warm hand took him by his elbow and led him to a table. 


"They take orders from the tables and then bring them to you," he explained, loosening his hand to let him 


choose which seat he wanted. Both seated he found himself looking at a redhead, hair surprisingly longer than 


his own. 
He was about to ask how he could order without knowing their drinks but the man across from him handed 
him the menu that had been tucked within the rack of sugar and sweetener. "You come here often?" he asked 


before reading through the restaurant's selection 


Fairly often, whenever | feel like a nice drink," he mentioned, indeed looking rather comfortable, or at least 


accustomed to being within the cream painted walls with dark wooden trim. 

He tilted his head in consideration, both for the long list of choices of specialty coffees - lattes, cappuccinos, 
and espressos he wasn't interested in at all - and for the odd manner of serving. "So | take it they don't do 
take out" 

"Not at this point" He shrugged a little before linking his fingers together, propped against the table. "Not that 
they don't do well without it," he added, and by the looks of it he would have said more, but one of the 
servers came to take their order, smiling in greeting. "I'll have a latte please." 

"A coffee for me - please" The girl promised their drinks shortly, leaving them alone again. For lack of 
anything to say he put the menu back to its proper place. He was getting ready to tap his fingers on the table 
but luckily the other man had an idea on how to continue. 


"Since | haven't asked yet, what's your name?" 


Felix."Conversation apparently didn't stop his fingers, his fingers already drumming, drawing a faint smile out of 


the redhead. 


"Do you want to tell me about your day? Or do you not usually talk about those types of things with 


strangers?" he asked, lowering his hands and voice as he leaned in closer to him. 
"| don't ever talk about these types of things with strangers," Felix corrected, snorting at the presumption 
"And you don't even accept drinks from strangers?" 


Bringing his arm up, his other hand propping his elbow as he knotted fingers in his hair, Felix arched an 
eyebrow, as though it alone could chide the other man. "You weren't exactly leaving me alone." 


"You could have told me to leave," he countered. 
Felix sighed, refraining from rolling his eyes. "You helped me find my keys. | couldn't just do that to you." 


"But it wasn't just a matter of keys. As frustrating as it is to lose keys, it looked like that wasn't the only 
thing that went wrong for you today," he pointed out matter-of-factly, yet underneath that tone was an 


element of concern. The fact that it came from a stranger of all people should have been odd, instead it 
loosened some of the reluctance in Felix's stomach. "You don't have to tell me everything, but letting some of 
it off your chest might help.” 

"| was fired," Felix blurted before he could clamp his mouth shut. 


"Oh man." He nodded, understanding sinking in. "You weren't expecting it at all." 


"No, not in the slightest. | thought we were getting along." Felix had been about to mention the singer's sorry 
excuse that he wasn't fitting in with the rest of the band but he kept it to himself. 


"Not getting along." He mused on the words, eyebrows creasing together. "Is it a small business?" 
Felix bit back a smirk, the phrase oddly appropriate. "Even smaller now." 


"I can see how getting along would be important for something like that, but you seem to be easy to get along 
with," he commented, shifting back into his seat as their drinks arrived. 


"You say that having spent less than ten minutes with me?" Felix asked, doubtful but somehow amused by his 
confident tone. 


"I am, and l'm usually right too," he added, grinning before taking a sip of his latte, foam sticking to his lip. 


Hot liquid on his tongue, the only safe thing was to give him a disbelieving look, speaking once he had swallowed. 
"So, in your usually right opinion, what do | have to do to feel better?" 


"Oh, but | don't specialise in that." Smile lingering along with a few traces of foam, he shook his head a little. 
The lighting in the café. was on the minimal side but did well to catch the highlights in his hair. "I would imagine 
your first priority would be to find a new job, which will help to distract you from previous asshole 
employers.” 


Unable to help himself, Felix barked out a laugh. "That would help." 


"Good" Licking his lips clean of another sip, he studied him with warm eyes. "What kind of work will you be 
looking for?" 


"Full time." His vague answer resulted in a soft snort, a sound of acquiescence that had Felix inwardly smirking. 


"What brings you out so late?" 


"| needed something sweet," he mentioned, though soon the corner of his mouth twitched. "And since | found 


you, | decided | need a drink" 


Felix let his smirk show. "I was sweet? Or you found my irritated ass and you needed a drink to deal with me?" 


"Don't sell yourself short. Just because you're having a bad day means you need to belittle yourself as well." 
He gave him a pointed look from over his mug, which had him noticing how clear his eyes were, intent without 


any sign of teasing, concern back and regarding him. 


‘One bad day," Felix repeated, straightening up, not noticing that he had slumped down comfortably into the 


chair. "Tomorrow will be different." 


Nodding, pleased to hear his answer, he freed his hand, warm fingers coming down to pat the back of his hand. 
Felix thought nothing of it until he murmured in consideration, following the shape and strength of muscle of 
Felix's hand. "What kind of small business did you work for?" 


"A hands-on one" The friendly exchange of ribbing they had established was fun, enough to have Felix relaxing, 
but the hairs on the back of his neck shivered to a stand when he registered calluses scraping along his hand. 
It was the slow drag of his thumb over his own thumb that really struck him, familiar for other reasons, and 


for that implication it was a struggle to not grip his mug tighter. 


"So it seems," he murmured, withdrawing his hand slowly, thumb dragging to cause his shiver to spread 


silently through the rest of his body. "You won't give me any clues?" 


"None." Bringing his hand to his coffee, hoping that it was only himself who noticed that it was trembling, Felix 
took a long drink. The heated travelled from mouth to belly, a familiar route, but it paled to the warmth that 


was cultivating further down. 


"Tease," he mock-lamented, pouting around his mug. A sip later and he was the one teasing, his imagination in 


overdrive as he watched foam now above his lip. 


"Yeah," he mumbled, hastily taking another gulp. It went down at a bad angle when that thumb came up to wipe 
it away, only to suck the tip between his lips. Coughing and wheezing, he hunched forward trying to stop the 
spasms. There was no help when his hand reached between his shoulders, rubbing soothing circles. Mind 
shouting for harder, wanting sure fingers to dig in, Felix breathed raggedly, a harsh sound until his voice was 


at his ear. 


"Breathe slowly, in through your nose, out through your mouth," he coached, voice low, calm to convince his 
shoulders to loosen Felix shuddered on several exhales before he could complete the full cycle without his 


chest shaking. "Better now?" 


"Think so." With his head still bowed his bleary eyes stared down to the dregs of his coffee waiting for him, 


not appetising regardless of his coughing spell. 


"| don't know about you, but | don't need to finish my drink." Felix managed a weak laugh, peering sideways 
through his hair, finding his sympathetic smile. "I can get you home." 


‘lm okay now," Felix reassured him as he straightened, surprised to find how much his back hurt with the 
normally easy movement. Gaze still on the other man, he watched him lay money down on the table for their 


drinks. "| can drive home, now that | know where my keys are." 


"| don't think you're entirely okay yet," he commented, turning back to face him properly as he tucked his 
wallet into his pocket. His hand found his arm again, but now familiar with the feel of his hand, particularly his 
thumb when it rubbed below the inside of his elbow, warmth pooled low in his belly again. "You still feel tense." 


"Can you blame me? | nearly coughed up my coffee," Felix reminded, hoping he would buy his excuse. He would 
have shaken his head, but fearing another coughing fit he didn't move other than putting one foot in front of 
the other. He had to back track to get to the parking lot he left his car at, which he did by taking the lead, 


not bothering to remove his hand. 


| understand, but | can help you." His voice was remarkably firm for being quiet, carrying to his ear despite 
the street noises. His hand released his arm as they rounded the corner, a couple walking past them. "I... | get 


the impression that l'm at part responsible for your. . . feeling." 


"What do you mean?" He stepped ahead to reach his car, pulling his keys out - safely, staying in his fingers - 
but stopped as that hand returned, took his wrist to prevent the key from sliding into the lock. 


Taking a small step closer, twisting just enough to break into Felix's personal space, he looked him straight in 
the eye. "Do | --? Well, | believe that I'm causing some of your tension” Felix schooled his features to not 
reveal anything, even if his body was reacting to his proximity, closeness and body heat notching his interest 
up. "And | want to help you with that" If there was any chance that they were thinking of two separate 
things, it was proven wrong when he moved his hand forward, knuckles brushing the front of his jeans, not 
indecently for someone uninterested. For Felix the subtle move wasn't innocent, instead promising more 
deliberate touches. He smiled faintly at the understanding he saw in Felix's eyes, stroking fingers from wrist to 


key chain while tilting his chin up to whisper in his ear. "You tell me where to go, I'll drive." 


Despite his lax fingers, keys in the other man's hand, Felix needed a nudge to move, which he got in the way of 
a hand low on his back. He wasn't quite sure why he was being obliging, the man could just as easily jump into 
his car and drive off, leaving him standing like an idiot, but as soon as he had sunk down into the driver's seat 


he stretched across for the passenger side, unlocking the door while the engine idled. 


"| promise, you will get what you want," he murmured, letting his hand fall down between Felix's legs, but 
rather than pressing to the seat he cupped him, fondling to make Felix curse and shift, trying to get more. Of 
course he wasn't that lucky as seconds later he brought his hand up to steer the car out of the parking lot. 


The usually short drive home was a long one, especially when most of his attention was focussed on the hands 
holding the wheel, fingers squeezing on every turn, stroking and sliding, and he knew it was on purpose, his eyes 
meeting his and smirking. His lips were otherwise busy, reminding him to give him directions to the house. Felix 
was able to do that much, telling him when to turn right and left, and when the driveway for his flat was in 
sight he wanted to cheer out loud He kept his cool though, letting him keep the keys as they got out, even 


though he was leading him to his apartment. Felix let him unlock it, since he already knew what he needed to 


do, which he required both hands for. 


Felix pushed the door shut by pushing him up against it, crushing his lips against his, dictating rather than 
looking for a seduction. All tongues and teeth he rolled his hips against him, but it didn't last for long. Lips stil 
locked, Felix found himself twisted, pushed until his back was flat to the wall. Hands shifted not to pin him in 


place but to undo belt and unfasten jeans. 


"Just stay. . . put," he instructed, all of his teeth flashing white from the outside light. He pushed his hand 
inside his underwear, measuring and weighing before pushing the fabric down to his hips along with jeans. Felix 
moaned, tilting his head back, desperate for more now that he was there. His brain was computing 
unsuccessfully, trying to remember how long it had been since he had this, anything like it, instead of having 
to rely on his own hand, which didn't feel anywhere as good like the stroking and twisting that pulled his hips 


forward and back and forward again. 


"Shit," he muttered, biting on his tongue as he struggled to keep standing. Apparently it was an issue for both 
of them, yet driven by different motives considering that hair of several shades of red drifted down his body, 
hovering over his stomach and brushing against his thighs with - "Fuck!" 


Felix recognised the sound, something amused underlying the murmur of acknowledgement, sending a tremor 
through him, but by that time he might have been making more noise than him. Felix couldn't tell what he was 
doing on his own, only knowing that the long suck, hot and tight, had him tangling his fingers into that hair - 
silky, it would knot so easily - pushing him down as he rocked forward. No resistance, which dragged a groan 
out of him. Felix dug his shoulders into the wall but it seemed to do little to no good, he still found himself 


sliding down, powerless to what he was doing to him. 


It wouldn't have taken much longer, mere seconds, until he was gone, but he stopped, licking his lips to glance 
up to him, smoothing his hands over his hips, to calm him down but also to detract from the bright red spots 


that were already forming on his skin. "Would you do better in your bedroom?" 


"Yeah, less chance of me falling over," Felix gasped. As humiliating as it would be for him, it was a likely 
scenario, but he didn't find any hilarity in the statement, or at least didn't show any outward sign of it, instead 
easing back onto his feet, as fluid as he had gone to his knees. 


"| don't know about that - | was almost wondering if you had any condoms." Arched eyebrow had Felix's pulse 
stopping for several seconds, disbelieving but hoping the implication behind the words was what he intended. His 


silence had the opposite effect for the other man, who seemed to shrink in on himself. "| mean - if you don't 


do that, we don't have to-" 


"No, | do," Felix hurried to answer, and to further prove his point he brought him to his bedroom, fingers tight 
around his wrist. It involved some struggling, since his jeans were sliding further down his legs with each step, 
but once inside the other man finished the job of undressing him. Pushing Felix's jeans and underwear down, 


then pulling his shirt off while Felix did his best to step out of his shoes, Felix crowded him back towards his 


bed, shoving him down while he crawled up over top of him. "You get naked." Feeling some amount of control 
back in his hands, Felix squeezed his hip while nipping at his ear. He smirked as the redhead scurried to take his 
clothes off, giving him room to reach for the bedside table, digging for one of the condoms he knew were 


inside. 


He had one in hand, lube in the other when the redhead turned back to face him, undressed as requested. "Get 
on your hands and knees," Felix instructed, taking a deep breath. Now that he was ready, and with a willing 
partner, he didn't want to waste time, nor find himself done before him. Steady breathing had him regaining 
some amount of mental control, if not physically, watching the other man get into position, wanting to be inside 
him right then Felix rolled the condom on, slicking the lube over his length before sliding wet fingers into him. 


"That okay?" 


"Yeah," he breathed out, a ragged noise that sounded as eager as he was, though there might have been some 
pain behind it. Perhaps it had been a long time for him as well, so with that in mind Felix stretched at the 


muscle slowly, spreading his fingers wide. 


Hips moving back against his hand, driving his fingers deeper, told Felix that he was ready. He slid his fingers 
out, holding himself lined up before pushing in gradually, steadying both of them with a sticky hand against his 
ass. "Good?" 


"Great" Bowed head almost between his arms lifted, giving enough space to nod and flash him a half-smile, 
more from his eyes as his mouth was somewhat hidden by his arm, and Felix pulled back. In the back of his 
mind he was driving out a deep rhythm, bass drum throbbing in time to the blood pumping through his whole 
body. It was a beat heard and felt, for soon he was moving with Felix, taking the song harder and faster as the 
need between them grew. Felix didn't bother to think about that, giving in to lust that left him blind 


It was only through flashbacks, left as cut-up film in the editing room of his brain, that he remembered the 
night. Skin, red-hair, even the foam from a latte leaving lips sticky and sweet well into the night, he drifted off 
to sleep and muddled his way through boring days. Some nights he had half a mind to go back to the café, 
hoping for a familiar face. Other times he'd drink a coffee while looking out his window, hoping to find someone 
looking back up to his window, hoping to see him. No matter what he did, no matter how often, he wouldn't see 


him, and he was fine with that. 
Tomorrow would always be different. 


He didn't need a repeat. 


It was the day they were meeting their new band mate, or at least that's what Tobi had announced. Dirk and 
Jens already knew him, or at least heard of him, and it sounded like he was already good as in, no need to 
worry about fitting in. Felix wasn't quite sure what to expect, but he had thought, as he heard the door open, 
that it was one of them running later than the time they had originally planned, but still ahead of the new guy. 


"Tobi, you're cutting it awfully close," Felix called out, clucking a little as he toyed with the plastic flap of his 
coffee lid. When Tobi didn't counter back with some kind of retort he narrowed his eyes. "Did you get here 


before your tongue?" 


"Hello?" That wasn't Tobi's voice that carried from the door, though who it was he couldn't tell, since they had 


a screen wall set up to help cut back on some of the ambient noises. 


"Shit," Felix muttered, lifting himself out of his seat. It would be his luck to be the one to greet the new guy, 
not knowing a single thing about him. He placed his coffee down on the chair before straightening, putting on a 


friendly air. "Hey, you can come in The others are running late, l'm sure they'll be here any minute now." 


Silence did better than expletives when he stepped around into the square set up by their equipment and 
instruments. Felix stared back at the wide eyes that were already riveted on him, startled rather than kind or 


impish, or even desire despite his fingers curling at his side, remembering the feel of that red hair. 


"Uh - hi," he greeted at last, smiling fleetingly as he stepped closer. "I'm Tobias - well, you can call me Eggi, 
the others already do." 


"Felix." He replied in habit, though he quickly realised how ridiculous that likely was. 
Eggi's half-smirk confirmed his suspicions. "| remember." 


Dirk's arrival prevented him from saying anything else idiotic. With him came a far friendlier greeting than his, 
along with an arm looping around Eggi's shoulders. Jens arrived not too long after that, and soon Tobi came 


running in too, sheepishness quickly replaced with enthusiasm. 


Band business was done in methodical fashion, quips coming from each one of them, but Felix felt more like an 
observer as he watched everyone else interact. He had to do something, he knew it, but the time for it wasn't 
then, not when Tobi tried to subtly watch him, no doubt wondering why he was being quiet. He was all ears and 
eyes during their break for food. Felix was ready to haul Eggi outside to talk to him in private, but Eggi beat 
him to it, hanging around until Jens finally got Tobi to leave with him. 


"So. . " Eggi started, righting his head back towards him once the door had shut behind Jens and Tobi. "Were 


you as surprised as me this morning?" 

"Well... yeah," Felix remarked. Freeing his jacket from his chair and pulling it on, he would have made his way 
to the exit as well but Eggi had stepped sideways, enough into his path that it was clear he wasn't allowed to 
leave yet. 


"Do you want to grab a coffee?" 


"lve got a girlfriend!" What was with him and stupid statements? If he had been close enough to the wall he'd 


have banged his forehead against it. He'd have smacked his hand against his forehead but he did a better job 
with his fingers by digging them into the back of his neck. 


Eggi twisted his lips together but it didn't work to keep his laugh at bay. “That's good to hear, but that's not 
what | asked." 


"That's how it happened last time," Felix muttered, looking briefly to Tobi's bass by the wall. Not that he 
blamed him for deciding to focus on his singing, but damn it, this was a lot more awkward than he ever 
thought it would be. He never thought he'd have to deal with this, but six hours ago he was proven wrong. 
Lifting his gaze, several seconds past when he knew he should have, there was no merriment Eggi's face. His 
face was carefully controlled, resolve focused on him but for a fleeting second he could have sworn he had 


seen hurt in those eyes. "You had ulterior motives last time, and l'm sure you have them now too." 


"That's fair, and to an extent | do, but it's not what you think," Eggi reassured him, words seemingly 
reassuring. He took a step back, recognising Felix's discomfort, though it didn't help Felix relax. The fact that 
Eggi did have something in mind put him on edge. "I just want to make sure that. . . we're going to be okay, 
working together." A beat and Eggi tried to smile. "Hands on" 


| really didn't need to hear that." Despite the reminder of the old conversation, corny and painful, Felix did 
smile for all of two seconds. "But I'll be fine - we'll be good" 


"Can we go out for coffee? If not today, then some other afternoon - or morning?" Eggi asked, not backing 


down yet. "I'd feel better knowing that we will get along by actually doing it, instead of just saying it.” 
"We don't need to do that because we proved to each other back then that we got along. If we hadn't you 
would have ditched me at the table. You stayed - you drove me home," Felix reminded, to which Eggi nodded, 


even if he didn't look entirely convinced. "| just need a few days to adjust then we'll be just fine." 


Eggi sighed but stepped aside, giving him enough room to pass by. If he had anything else to say he kept quiet, 


and also let him leave without reaching out for him. It almost had him sighing too. "Well, see you tomorrow." 


"Yeah, see you." He didn't look back though he pitched his voice louder as he stepped out into the hallway, his 
hand still on the door. He eased it shut carefully, his fingers tight on the glass. 


He really needed a beer. 


